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On. the Death of bin Moe Sacred 
; "RP King CHarLEs II. 
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* JB Bleſt Renown, 2 


Whom — 25 her 3 Pattern, e | 
And mixt both Sexes Virtues in one Draught, 
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Wiſdom for Counctls,-Bravery in War, 

With all the mild Good-Nature of the Fair. 

The Woman's Sweetneſs, temper d Manly Wit, 

And Loving Power, did crown'd with Mecknels fit ; 
His awful Perſon Reverence engag'd, 

Which mild Addreſs and I enderneſs aſſwag d: 
Thus the Almighty Gracious King above, 
Does both command our Fear, and win our Love. | 


With Wonders born, by Miracles preſery d, 
A Heavenly Hoſt the Infants Cradle ſerv'd. 
And Men his healing Empires Omen read, 
When Sun with Stars, and Day with Night, agreed. 
His Youth for Valorous Patience was renown 'd, 
Like David, Perſecuted firſt, then Crown d. 
Lov'd i in all Courts, admir'd where ere he cine.” | 
At once our Nation's Glory, and its Shame: | 
They bleſt the Iſle, where ſuch great Spirits dwell, 
Abhorr'd the Men, that could ſuch Worth expel. 


To 
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In various Fevers toſt, could find no Reſt: 
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To ſpare our Lives, he meekly did defeat 

Thoſe Sault, whom wandring Aſſes made ſo great; 
Waiting till Heaven's Election ſhould be ſhown, 
And the Alnighty ſhould his Un&ion own. 

And own he did His powerful Arm diiplay'd, 
And Ifraet, the Belov'd of God, obey'd; 

CalFd by his Peoples Tears, He came, He eas'd 
The Groaning Nation, the Black Storms appeas d; 
Did greater Bleftmgs, than He took, afford, 
England it ſelf was more, than He, reftor'd. 
Unhappy Albion, by ſtrange Illis oppreſt, 


Quite ſpent and wearied, to His Arms ſhe fled, 
And reſted on His Shoulders, her fair bending Head. 


In Conqueſts mild, He came from Exile kind, 
No Climes, no Provocations, chang'd his Mind : 
No Malice ſhow'd, no Hate, Revenge, or Pride, 
But ruPd as meckly, as His Father dy'd. 
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Eas' d us from endleſs Wars, made Diſcords ceaſe, 
Reſtor'd to Quiet, and maintain d in Peace: 

A mighty Series of new Time began, 
And rowling Years in joyful Circles ran, 
Then Wealth the City, Bus neſs fill'd the Port, 
To Mirth our Tumults turn'd, our Wars to Sport : 
Then Learning flouriſh'd, blooming Arts did ſpring, 
And the glad Muſes prun'd their drooping Wing, 
Then did our flying Towers Improvement know, 
Who now command as far, as Winds can blow. 
With Canvaſs Wings round all the Globe they fly, 
And, built by CHarLes's Art, all Storms defy : 
To ev'ry Coaſt with ready Sails arc hurl'd, 
Fill us with Wealth, and with our Fame the World : 


From whoſe Diſtractions Seas do us divide; 
Their Riches here in floating Caſtles ride. 
We reap the Swarthy Indian's Sweat and Toil, 
: Their Fruit, without the Miſchiefs of their Soil. 
Here in cool Shades their Gold and Pearls receive, 
Free from the Heat, which does their Luſtre give. 


In 
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In Perſian Silks, eat Eaſtern Spice; ſecure 

From burning Fluxes, and their Calenture. 
Under our Vines upon the peaceful Shore, 

We ſee all Europe toſt, hear Tempeſts roar, 
Rapine, Sword, Wars, and Famine rage abroad, 
While CHarLEstheir Hoſt, like Fove from Ida, awd; 
Us from our Foes, and from our ſelves did ſhield, 
Our Towns from Tumults, and from Arms the Field. 
For when bold Factions Goodneſs could diſdain, 
Unwillingly He us'd a ſtraiter Rein : 

In the ſtill gentle Voice He lov'd to ſpeak, 

But could with Thunder harden'd Rebels break. 
Yet though they wak'd the Laws, His tender Mind 
Was undiſturb'd, in Wrath ſeverely kind. 
Tempting His Power, and urging to aſſume; 

Thus Fove in Love did Semele conſume. 

As the ſtout Ozk, when round his Trunk the Vine 
Does in ſoft Wreaths and amorous Foldings twine, 
Eaſy and light appears : the Winds from far 
Summon their noiſy Forces to the War ; 


But 
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But though fo gentle ſeems his outward Form, 

His hidden Strength out-braves the loudeſt Storm: 
Firmer he ſtands, and boldly keeps the Field, 
S howing ſtout Minds, hen unprovok d, are mild. 

So when the Good Man made the Crowd preſume, | | 
He -ſhow'd himſelf, and did the King aſſume : 


For Goodneſs in Exceſs may be a Yin, 
Fuſtice muſt tame, whom Mercy cannot win. 
Thus Winter fixes the unſtable Sea, 


And teaches reſtleſs Water Coniſtancy, 

Which under the warm Influence of -bright Days, 
The fickle Motion of each Blaſt obeys. 
To bridle Factions, : ſtop Rebellion's Courſe, 
By eaſy Methods, vanquiſh without Force, 
Relieve the Good, bold ſtubborn Foes ſubdue, 
Mildneſs in Wrath, Meekneſs in Anger ſhew, 
Were Arts Great CHarus's Prudence only knew. 
To fright the Bad, thus awful Thunder rolls ; 
While the bright Bow ſecures the Faithful Souls, 


Such 


uch 
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Such is thy Gloty, dn a laſting Name, 


Brighter than our proud Neighbour's guilty Fame: 


More Noble than the Spoils that Battels yield, 

Or all the empty Triumphs of the Field. 

'Tis leſs to conquer, than to make Wars ceaſe, 

And without Fighting, awe the World to Peace: 
For proudeſt Triumphs from Contempt ariſe; 

The Vanquiſh'd firſt the Conqueror's Arms defpiſe 
Won Enfigns are the gaudy Marks of Scorn, 

They brave the Victor firſt, and then adorn. 1, 
But peaceful Monarchs reign like Gods; while none 
Diſpute, all Love, Bleſs, Reverence their Throne. 
Tygers, and Bears, with all the ſavage Hoſt, 

May Boldneſs, Strength, and daring Conqueſt boaſt; 
But the ſweet Paſſions of a Generous Mind, 

Are the Prerogative of Human Kind; 


The God-like Image, on our Clay impreſt, 


The darling Attribute which Heaven loves beſt : 


B In 
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In CHARLEs, ſo Good a Man and King, we ſee 
A double Image of the Deity. 

Oh! had He more reſembled it! Oh, why 

Was He not il more like, and cou'd not dye? 
Now do our Thoughts alone enjoy His Name, 
And faint Ideas of our Bleſſing frame 

In Thames, the Ocean's Darling, England's Pride, 
The pleaſing Emblem of His Reign does glide : 
Themes the Support, and Glory of our Ille, 
Richer than Tagus, or Eg yptian Nile. 

Though no rich Sand in him, no Pearls are found, 
Yet Fields rejoice, his Meadows laugh around p 
Leſs Wealth his Boſom holds, leſs guilty Stores, 
For he exhauſts himſelf, enrich the Shores. 
Mild and Serene the peaceful Current flows, 

No angry Foam, no raging Surges knows: 


His Cryſtal Stream unſtain'd by Widows Tears, 


No dreadful Wreck upon his Banks appears, 
His Chanel ſtrong and eaſy, deep and clear, 


No 


No 
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No arbitrary Inundations Me. . | 

The Plowman's Hopes, 5 

The even Waters the old Limits keep. 

But oh! he ebbs, the ſmiling Waves _ 

(For ever, lovely Stream, for ever ſtayl) 

To the Black Sea his ſilent Courſe does bend, 

Where the beſt Streams, the longeſt Rivers, end. 

His ſpotleſs Waves there undiſtinguiſh'd paſs, | | 

None ſee, how clear, how bounteous, ſweet , he Was. 

No Difference now (though late ſo much) is ſeen, 

'Twixt him, fierce Rhine, and the impetuous Seyne. 
But lo! the joyful Tide our Hopes reſtores, 

And dancing Waves extend the wid'ning Shores. 

James is our CHARLES in all Things but in Name+ 
Thus Thames is daily loſt, yet ſtill the fan. 
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THE 


MAN of HONOUR. 


r 


$PEOT all the Threats or Faupur 4 of a 
20; " Crown, 


Men A Prince's Whiſper, orp Dran Freun. / 
Can awe the Spirit, or allure the Mind 

Of him, who to ſtriqt Honour is inclin'd. 

Though all the Pomp and Pleaſure that does wait | 


On publick Places, and Affairs of State, f 
Shou d fondly court him to be Baſe and Great, . 
With even Paſſions, and with ſettled Face, _ 
He would remove the Harlot's falſe Embrace. : 
Tho! all the Storms has Tempetts ſhould ariſe, : 
That Church-Magicion in their Cells deviſe, : 


& 1 And 
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And from their ſettled Baſis Nations tear, 
He wou'd unmov'd the mighty Ruin bear; 
Secure in Innocence contemn em all, 

And decently array'd in Honours, fall. 


For this, Brave SHKEwsBURY and LuMLyY's Name 
Shall ſtand the foremoſt in the Liſt of Fame, | 
Who firſt with ſteddy Minds the Current broke, 
And to the ſuppliant Monarch boldly ſpoke: 


Great Sir, renown'd for Conſtancy, how juſt 
* Have we obey d the Crown, and ſerv'd our Truſt, 
* Eſpous'd your Cauſe and Intereit in Diſtreſs, 


. © Your ſelf muſt witneſs, and our Foes confeſs] 


Permit us then ill Fortune to accuſe, 

bat you at laſt unhappy Councils uſe, { 
* And ask the only thing we muſt refuſe. S 
0 Our Lives and Fortunes freely we'll expoſe, 


Honour alone we cannot, muſt not loſe : 


" Honour, 


* 
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Honour, that Spark of the Celeſtial Fire, 

That above Nature makes Mankind aſpire ; 

* Enobles the rude Paſſions of our Frame, . 

With Thirſt of Glory, and Deſire of Fame; 

The richeſt Treaſure of a generous Breaſt, 

* That gives the Stamp and Standard to the reſt. . 

Mit, Strength, andCourage, are wild dangerous Force, 

© Unleſs this ſoftens and directs their Courſe, 

And would you rob us of the noble#t Part, 

© Accept a Sacrifice without a Heart ? 

* *Tis much beneath the Greatneſs of a Throne, 
Ao take the Casker when the Jewel's gone; 

* Debau ch our Principles, corrupt our Race, 

* And teach the Nobles to be Falſe and Baſe ; 
What Confidence can you in them repoſe, . 

< Who e're they ſerve you, all their Value loſe? 

. Who once enſlave their Conſciencè to their Luft, 

* Have loſt their Reins, and can no more be Juff. 


— 


Of 
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Of Honour, Men at firſt like Women nice, 
* Raiſe Maiden Scruples at unpractis d Vice; 
* Their modeſt Nature curbs the ſtruggling Flame, 
And ſtifles what they wiſh to act, with Shame: 
But once thisFence thrown down,when theyperceive 
That they may taſte forbidden Fruit and live; 
* They ſtop not here their Courſe, but ſafely in, 
© Grow Strong, Luxuriant, and Bold in Sin ; 
* True to no Principles, preſs forward ſtill, 
And only bòund by Appetite their Will: 
* Now fawn and flatter, while this Tide prevails, 
© But ſhift with every veering Blaſt their Sails. 
Mark thoſe that meanly truckle to your Power, 
They once deſerted, and chang'd Sides before, ; 


© And would to morrow Mabomet adore |! 


On higher Springs true Men of Honour move, 
* Free 1s their Service, and unbought their Love: 


When Danger calls, and Honour leads the Way, 
* With Joy they follow, and with Pride obey : 
| When 
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[ When the Rebellious Foe came rolling on, 
* And ſhook with gathering Multitudes the Throne, 


D 

Where were the Minions then > What Arms, what F 
( F orce, 

* Cou'd they 3 to ſtop the Torrent's Courſe?. 


© Then Pembroke, then the Nobles firmly ſtood, 
Free of their Lives, and laviſh of their Blood; 


But when your Orders to mean Ends decline, 
With the ſame Conſtancy they all reſign. 


Thus ſpake the Youth, who open'd firſt the way, 
And was the Phoſphorous to the dawning Day; 
Follow'd by a more glorious ſplendid Hoſt, 

Than any Age, or any Realm can boaſt : 

So great their Fame, ſo numerous their Train, 

To name were endleſs, and to praiſe in vain; 

But HERBERT, and great OxF o RD merit more, 
Bold is their Flight, and more ſublime they ſoar; 


So 
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13 
So high their Virtue as yet wants a Name, 

„ B Exceeding Wonder, and ſurpaſſing Fame: 

at Riſe, Glorious Church, ere& thy Radiant Head, 

The Storm 1s paſt, th' Impending Tempeſt fled : 

Had Fate decreed thy Ruin or Diſgrace, 

It had not giv'n ſuch Sons ſo brave a Race. 

When for Deſtruction Heav'n a Realm deſigns, 

The Symptoms firſt appear in ſlaviſli Minds: 

Theſe Men would prop a finking Nation's Weight, 

Stop falling Vengeance, and reverſe ev'n Fate. 

Let other Nations boaſt their fruitful Soil, 

Their fragrant Spices, their rich Wine and Oil ; 

In breathing Colours, and in living Paint 


ay, 


Let them excel, their Maſtery we grant. 
But to inſtruct the Mind, to arm the Soul 
With Virtue, which no Dangers can controul; 


Exalt the Thought, a ſpeedy Courage lend, 

That Horror cannot ſhake, or Pleaſure bend: 
Theſe are the Engliſh Arts, theſe we profels, 

To be the ſame in Mis'ry and Succeſs; 

80 C | To 
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To teach Oppreſſors Law, aſſiſt the Good, [ 
Relieve the Wretched, and ſubdue the Proud. R 
Such are our Souls: But what doth Worth avail, 8 
When Kings commit to hungry Prieſts the Scale? v 
R 
G 
G 


All Merit's light when they diſpoſe the Weight, 
Who either would embroil, or rule the State; 
Defame thoſe Heroes who their Yoke refuſe, 


And blaſt that Honeſty they cannot uſe ; Ir 
The Strength and Safety of the Crown deſtroy, P 
And the King's Power againſt himſelf employ; T 
Affront his Friends, deprive him of the Brave; : 
Bereft of theſe, he muſt become their Slave. N 
Men, like our Money, come the moſt in Play, V 
For being baſe, and of a coarſe Allay. A 
The richeſt Medals, and the pureſt Gold, V 
Of native Value, and exacteſt Mould, | T 
By Worth conceal'd, in private Cloſets ſhine, St 
For vulgar Uſe too precious, and too fine; W 


Whilſt Tin and Copper with new ſtamping bright, 
Oin of baſe Metal, counterfeit and light, 
Do 


it, 
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Do all the Bus'neſs of the Nation's Turn, 

Rais'd in Contempt, us'd and employ'd in Scorn : 

So ſhining Virtues are for Courts too bright, 

Whoſe guilty Actions fly the ſearching Light, 


Rich in themſelves, diſdaining to aſpire, 


Great without Pomp, they willingly retire, 
Give place to Fools, whoſe raſh misjudging Senſe 
Increaſes the weak Meaſures of their Prince ; 
Prone to admire, and flatter him in Eaſe, 

They ſtudy not his Good, but how to pleaſe; 
They blindly and implicitly run on, 

Nor ſee thoſe Dangers which the other ſhun : _ 
Who flow to act, each Bus'neſs duly weigh, 
Adviſe with Freedom, and with Care obey; 
With Wiſdom fatal to their Intereſt, ſtrive 

To make their Monarch lov'd, and Nation thrive. 
Such have no place where Prieſts and Women reign, 
Who love fierce Drivers, and a looſer Rein. 
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| To the Right Honourable | 
REE 

Earl of Dorſet and Middleſex. 


Occaſion'd by His Majeſty's Victory in 
| EREEL AND. 


en Are Shill the King the Nation's Ge 
n We (nius raiſe, 


And make us Rival our Great EDwW ARD 
„ 


Yet not one Mufe, worthy a Conq'ror's Name, 
Attend his Triumphs, and Record his Fame! 
Oh, DoRs E T! You alone this Fault can mend, 
The Mufes Darling, Confident, and Friend? 
The Poets are your Charge, and, if unfit, 
You ſhould be fin'd to furniſh abler Wit; 


Oblig' 


lig 
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Oblie'd to quit your Eaſe, and draw agen, 
To paint the Greateſt Heroc, the Beſt Pen. 


A Heroe, who thus early does out-hine 
The Ancient Honours of his Glorious Line; 
And, ſoaring more ſublimely to Renown, 

The Mem'ry of their pious Triumphs drown: | 
Whoſe Actions are deliver'd Oer to Fame, 


As Types, and Figures of his greater Name, 


When Fate ſome mighty Genius has deſign d, 
For the Relief, and Wonder of Mankind, 
Nature takes Time to anſwer the Intent, 
And climbs, by flow Degrees, the ſteep Aſcent: 
She toils, and labours with the growing Weight, 
And watches carefully the Steps of Fate ; 
Till all the Seeds of Providence unite, 
To ſet the Heroe in a happy Light ; 


Then, in a lucky and propitious Hour, 
Exerts her Force, and calls forth all her Pow'r, 


In 
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In NAssAu's Race ſhe made this long Effay ; 
Heroes and Patriots prepar'd the Way, ; 
And promis'd, in their Dawn, this brighter Day ; 

A Publick Sp'rit diſtinguiſh'd all the Line, 
Succeſſive Virtues in each Branch did ſhine, 


Till this laſt Glory roſe, and Crown'd the great 
95 | ER. (Deſign. 


1 
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Bleſt be his Name! and peaceful lie his Grave, 
Who durſt his Native Soil, loſt Holland, fave! 
But W 1 LL 14AM-'s Genius takes a wider Scope, 
And gives the injur'd, in all Kingdoms, Hope: 
Born to ſubdue inſulting Tyrant's Rage, 

The Ornament, and Terror, of the Age; 

The Refuge, where afflicted. Nations find 

Relief from thoſe Oppreſſors of Mankind, c 
Whom Laws reſtrain not, and no Oaths can bind. 

Him, their Deliv'rer Europe does confeſs, 

All Tongues extol, and all Religions bleſs ; 
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The Po, the Danube, Betis, and the Rhine, 

United in his Praiſe, their Wonder join: 

While, in the Publick Cauſe, he takes the Field, 

And ſhelter'd Nations fight behind his Shield. 

His Foes themſelves dare not Applauſe refuſe : | 


| And ſhall ſuch Actions want a Faithful Muſes? 
Poets have this to boaſt ; Without their Aid, 
The freſheſt Lawrels, nipp'd by Malice, fade, ö 
And Virtue to Oblivion is betray d : 

The proudeſt Honours have a narrow Date, 

Unleſs they vindicate their Names from Fate. 


But who is equal to ſuſtain the Part! 
D.——z has Numbers, but he wants a Heart; 
Enjoyn'd a Penance (which is too ſevere 
For playing once the Fool) to perſevere. 1 
Others, who knew the Trade, have laid it down; 
And, looking round, I find you ſtand alone. 


he | How, 
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How, Sir! can you, or any Engliſh Muſe, 


Our Country's Fame, our Monarch's Arms, refuſe? 


Tis not my Want of Gratitude, but Skill, 
Makes me decline what I can neer fulfil : | 
I cannot ſing of Conqueſts, as I ought, 

And my Breath fails to ſwell a lofty Note. 


I know my Compaſs, and my Muſe's Size, 


She loves to Sport and Play, but dares not riſe ; 
Idly affe&s, in this familiar Way, | 


In eaſy Numbers looſely to convey, 


What mutual Friendſhip wou'd at Diſtance ſay. 


Poets aſſume another Tone and Voice, 
When Victory's their Theme, and Arms their Choice, 
To follow Heroes in the Chace of Fame, 
Ass Force, and Heat, and Fancy wing'd with Flame, 
What Words can paint the Royal Warrior's Face? 
What Colours can the Figure boldly raiſe ? 
| When 
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When cover'd o'er with comely Duſt and Smoke, 
He pierc'd the Foe, and thickeſt Squadrons broke? 
His bleeding Arm, ſtill painful with the Sore, 
Which, in his Peoples Cauſe, the Pious Father bore: 
Whom, cleaving through the Troops a Glorious Way, 
Not the united Force of France, and Hell, cou'd ſtay. 


Oh, Do Rs ETI Iam rais'd! I'm all on fire! 
And, if my Strength could anſwer my Deſire, 
In Speaking Paint this Figure ſhould be ſeen, 


Like Fove his Grandeur, and like Mars his Mien; = 
And Gods deſcending ſhould adorn the * 2 


„„ 
3 


. Seel Upon the Banks of Boyne he ſtands, 


By his own View adjufting his Commands; fy 


Calm and ſerene the Armed Coaſt furveys, 
And, in cool Thoughts, the diff rent Chances weighs: 
Then, fir'd with Fame, and eager of Renown, 


Reſolves to end the War, and fix the Throne. 


D | From 


2 Me, 
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From Wing to Wing the Squadrons bending ſtand, 
And cloſe their Ranks to meet their King's Command; 
The Drums and Trumpets ſleep, the ſprightly Noiſe 
Of neighing Steeds, and Canons louder Voice, 
Suſpended in Attention, baniſh far 


All Hoſtile Sounds, and huſh the Din of War: 


The ſilent Troops ſtretch forth an eager Look, 
Liſt ning with Joy, while thus their Gen'ral ſpoke. 


Come, Fellow-Soldiers, Follow me once more, 
And fix the Fate of Europe on that Shore; 


| © Your Courage only waits from me the Word, 


But England's Happineſs commands my Sword: 
In Her Defence I ev'ry Part will bear, 
© The Soldier's Dan ger, and the Prince's Care, 
And envy any Arm an equal Share. 
det all that's dear to Men before your Sight, 
For Laws, Religion, Liberty, we fight; (Flame 
* To fave your Wives from Rape, your Towns from 


* Redeem your Country ſold, and vindicate her Name: 
At 


= 


2 


ed? 


5 


ame, 


from 
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At whoſe Requeſt and timely Call I roſe, 

Jo tempt my Fate, and all my Hopes expoſe ; 
* Struggled with adverſe Storms, and Winter-Seas, 
That in my Labours you might find your Eaſe. 
+ Let other Morkrchs dictate from afar, 

And write the empty Triumphs of their War, 

© In lazy Palaces ſupinely ruſt ; 
My Sword ſhall juſtify my Peoples Truſt. 

© For which But 1 your Victory delay 
Come on; I, and my Genius lead the Way, 


He ſaid: New Life and Joy ran through the Hoſt, 
And Senſe of Danger in their Wonder loſt z | 
Precipitate they plunge into the Flood, | 
Ia vain the Waves, the Banks, the Men withſtood. | 
The K 1 NG leads on, the K 1 N O does all inflame, | 
The K 1 1 6———and carries Millions in the Name. 


As when the ſwelling Ocean burſts his Bounds, 


mei And, foaming, overwhelms the neighh ring Grounds, 
At 
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The roaring Deluge, ruſhing headlong on, 

Sweeps Cities in its Courſe, and bears whole Foreſts 
So on the Foe the firm Batallions preſt, ; .(comng n 
And He, like thle Tenth Wave, drove on the reſt; 
Fierce, Gallant, Young, he ſhot thro? ev'ry Place, 
Urging:their Flight, and hurrying on the Chace, 
He hung * their 950 or n in their Face. 


N 18 . 1 N 5 
Stop! 6551 brave. Prince! Alley tha Gen? rous 


Enough. i 5 BLV 'n to England, and to Fame. ior 


14 #54 + 4 


Remember, Sir, you in the Center ſtand, 
Efes 8 divided Int'reſts you, command, 
All their Deſigns uniing in your Hand: 


Down from your Throne deſcends the Golden © Chain, 


Whichedoes tl the Fabrick of our World ſaſtain;, - 
That « once difſolv!d by any Fatal Stroke, N 


ws ” +4 #1 * 


The, Scheme 0 of all gur Happineſs | 15 broke. 


— . #13 io 
- * 3 


Stop! ſtop! brave Prince! ! Fleetsmay repair again, 
And routed Armies rally on the Plain, | 
Bat r Ages are requir d to raiſe ſo Great a Man! 

5 | Hear, 


in, 


lear, 


\ 
* 
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Hear, how the Waves of French Ambition roar, 
Diſdaining Bounds, and breaking on the Shore, 
Which you, —_ to curb their wild- deſtructive \ 


(Pow'r, A 
That Strength remov'd; Again, again, they flow, 
Lay Europe waſte, nor Laws, nor Limits know. 


(Sir, faint? 
Stop! ſtop! brave Prince What, does your Muſe, 


Proceed, perſue his Conqueſts Faith, 1 can't; : 
My * ſink, and will no longer bear; 

Rapture and Fury carry'd me thus far 
Tranſported and ama⁊ d — 


That Rage once ſpent, T can no more ſuſtain 


Your Flights, yoiir Energies, and Tragic Strain, : 
But fall back to my Nat'ral Pace again; ll 


In hiimble Verſe provoking you to Rhime, 


I wiſh there were more DoR SET at this Time. 


Oh! if in France this Heroe had been born, 
What Glittering Tinſel wou'd his Acts adorn! 
85 There 
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There tis Immortal Fame, and High Renown; 

To ſteal a Country, and to buy a Townz 
Their Triumphs are o'er Kings and Kingdoms ſold, 
And Captive Virtue led in Chains of Gold. 

If Courage cou'd, like Courts, be kept in Pay, 
What Sums wou'd Lewis give, that France might 0 
That Vict'ry follow'd where he led the Way? 

He all his Conqueſts woy'd for this refund, 

And take th' Equivalent, a Glorious Wound. 
Then, what Advice, to ſpread his real Fame, 
Wou'd paſs between Verſailles and Noftredame >* 
Their Plays,their Songs,wou'd dwell upon hisWound, 
And Operas repeat no other Sound; 

Boyne wou'd, for Ages, be the Painter's Theme, 
The Goblin's Labour, and the Poet's Dream; 

The wounded Arm wau'd furniſh all their Rooms, 
And bleed for ever Scarlet in the Looms : 
Boileau with this wou'd plume his artful Pen: 

And can your Muſe be ſilent? Think again. 


Spare 
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Spare your Advice; and ſince you have begun, 
Finiſh your own Deſign; the Work is done. 


Done! Nothing's done: Not the dead Colours lad, 
And the moſt Gloriofis Scenes ſtand undiſplay'd: 
A Thouſand Gen'rous Actions cloſe the Rear; 


A Thouſand Virtues, till behind, ſtand crowding to 
( appear. 


The Queen her ſelf, the Charming Queen ſhou d 
(grace / 


The Noble Piece, and ei Place, 


Soften War's Horror with her lovely Face. 
Who can omit the Queen's auſpicious Smile, 
The Pride of the Fair Sex, the Goddeſs of our Iſle > 
Who can forget, what all admir'd of late, 

Her Fears for him, her Prudence for the State? 
Diſſembling Cares, ſhe ſmooth'd her Looks with Grace, 
Doubts in her Heart, and Pleaſure in her Face. 

As Danger did approach, her Spirits roſe, 

And, putting on the King, diſmay'd his Foes. Now, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Now, all in Joy, ſhe gilds the chearful Court, 

In ev ry Glance deſcending Angels ſport. 

As on the Hills of Cynthus, or the Meads - 

Of cool Eurotas, when Diana leads 

The Chorus of her Nymphs, who there advance 

A Thonfand ſhining Maids, and form the Dance ; 
The ſtately Goddeſs, with a graceful Masse 
Swe and Majeſtic, does the Figure guide; 


ing! in juſt and eaſy Meaſures round 
(The. filver Arrows on her Shoulder ſound) 


"She walks above them All. Such is the n 
Of the Bright Circle, and the Brighter Qu E EN. 


Theſe Subjects do, my Lord, your Skill command, 
Theſe none may touch with an Unhallow'd Hand: 
Tender the Strokes muſt be, and nicely writ, 
Diſguis d Encomiums muſt be hid in Wit, 
Which Modeſty, like theirs, will &er admit, 
Who made no other Steps to ſuch a Throne, 


But to Deſerve, and to Receive, the Crown. 
.- THE 
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THE 
HIN D 
AND THE 


[PANTHER 
TRANSVERSD 
To the Story of 


The Contry- Mouſe and the City- Mouſe. 


Much Malice mingled with a little Wit. Find. Pas. 
Nec wwlt Panthers domari, . Quz Genus, 


HE Fivourers of the Hind and 
Co 9 Panthet will be apt to ſay in its 
Defence, That the beit Things 
ore capable of being turn'd to 
—Reidlicule; that Homer has been 
Burleſu d, and Virgil Traveſted, without 
ſnffering any thing in their Reputation from 
that Buffoonry , and that in like manner, 
the Hind and the Panther may be an exact 
Poem, though "tis the Subject of our Raillery : 
But there is this Difference , that thoſe Au- 
thors are wreſted from their true Senſe , and 
this naturally falls into Ridicule; there is. 
nothing repreſented here as monſirous and 
unnatural. which is not equally ſo in the Ori- 
ginal. Firſt, as to the general Deſign; Is it 
not as eaſy to imagine two Mice bil king 
Coachmen, and ſuppmg at the Devil; as to 
ſuppoſe a Hind entertaining the Panther at a 
Hermit's Cell, diſcuſſing the greateſt Myfteries 
of Religion, and telling you ber Son Rodri- 
guez writ very good Spaniſh £ What can be 


more improbable and contradifory to the 
E 2 Rules 


| Novelty, and fixiag their Attention. All 
their Fables carry a double Meaning ; the 


you that t he 


PREFACE. 


Rules and Examples of all Fables, and to 
the very Deſign and Uſe of them? They were 


firſt begun and raiſed to the oP Perfection 


in the Eaſtern Countries ; where they wrote 
in Signs and ſpots in Parables, and delivered 
the moſt uſeful Precepts in delightful Stories; 
which for their Aptneſs were entertaining to 
the mot Fudicious, and led the Vulgar into 


underſtanding by ſurprizing them with their 


Story is one and entire; the Characters the 


ſame throughout, not broken nor chang'd, and | 


always conformable to the Nature of the 
Creatures They introduce, They never tell 

Dee which ſnapt at a Shadow, 
loft bis Troop of Horſe, that would be unin- 


N nag ; 4 Piece of Fleſh is proper for hin 


to drop, and the Reader will apply it to Man- 
kind : They would not ſay that the Daw, 


who was ſo proud of ber borrow'd Plumes, 
look'd very ridiculous when Rodriguez came 
and took away all the Book but the 17th, 


24th, and 25th Chapters, which ſhe ſtole 
from him But this is his new way of telling 
.@ Story, and confounding the Moral and the 
Fable together. 


Before the Word was written, ſaid the Hind, 
Our Saviour preach'd the Faith to all Mankind, 


What 


1 C —— . Freren 


PREFACE, 


| What Relation bas the Hind to our Savi- 
our 2 or what Notion bave we of a Panther's 


Bible ? If — ſo be means the Church, how 
Churc 


does the feed on Lawns, or range in 
the Fore? Let it be always a Church, or 
always the cloven-footed Beaſt, for we cannot 
bear bis ſhifting the Scene every Line. If it 
is abſurd in Comedies to make a Peaſant talk 


in the Strain of a Heroe, or a Country Wench 


uſe the La e of the Court; bow mon- 
ous is it 4 Prie of Hind, and 


4 Parſon of a Panther? Jo bring em in diſ- 


ing with all the Formalities and Terms of 
the School? Though as to the Arguments 
themſelves, thoſe, we confeſs, are ſuited to 


the Capacity of the Beaſts; and if we would 


ſuppoſe a Hind expreſſing ber ſelf about theſe 


ters, ſhe would talk at that Rate. 


As to the Abſurdity of his Expreſſions, 
there is nothing wreſted to make 'enr ridicu- 
lous, the Terms are ſometimes alter d to make 


the Blunder more viſible ;, Knowledge miſun- 


derſtood is not at all better Senſe than Un- 
derſtanding miſunderſtood , though *tis con- 


feſt the Author can play with Words ſo well, 


that this and twenty ſuch will paſs off at a 
ſlight reading. 


There are other Miſtakes which could not 
be brought in, for they were too groſs for 
Bayes 
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Bayes himſelf to commit. *Tis bard to con- 
ceive bow any Man could cenſure the Turks 
for Gluttony, a People that debauch in Coffee, 
gre voluptuous in a Meſs of Rice, and keep 
the ſtricteſt Lent, without the Pleaſures of a 
Carnival to encourage them, But tis almoſt 
impoſſible to think that any Man who had not 
renounced bis Senſes, ſhould read Dancomb 
Difference Tor Allen: He bad been told, that Mr. Allen 
detwixt A bad written a . of” Humility, to which 
22 wiſe anſwers, That that mag niſied Piece 
= A of ncomb's was tranſlated from the 
Spaniſh of Rodriguez; and to ſer it beyond 
Diſpute, makes the infallible Guide affirm the 
Page 92. ſame thing. There are few Miſtakes, but 
one may imagine bow a Man fell into them, 
and at leaſt what he aim'd at; but what 
Likeneſs is there between Duncomb and Al- 

len ? Ho they ſo much as Rhime? ? 


Mie may have this Comfort under the Seve- 
rity of bis Satyr, to ſee bis Abilities equally 
leſſen d with his Opinion of us; and that he 
could not be a fit Champion againſt the Pan- 


ther, till be had laid afide all bis Fudement, 


Bit we muſt applaud his Obedience to his 
Page 90. new Mother Hind ; -= Diſciplin'd bim ſe- 
verely; ſbe commanded him, it ſeems, to Sa- 

. crifice his darling Fame; and to do it eſfeciu- 

ally, he publiſo' d this learned Piece. This 1s 

the favourable Conſtruction we would put on 


» Pref, bis Faults, tho be takes care to inform us, 
8 1 that 


} 
PREFACE. 
„ that it war done from no Impoſition, but out 
S F a natural Propenſity be has to Malice, and 
„ 2 particular Inclination of doing Miſchief. : 
> WB What elſe could provoke him to Libel the 
4 Court, Blaſpheme Kings, abuſe the whole Page 87. 
t Scotch Nation, rail at the greateſt Part of 
bis own, and lay all the Indignities imagina- 
Db Wl ble on the only Eftabliſh'd Religion? And we 
n muſt now {23 m2 him this Felicity, that 


there is no Sett or Denomination of Chriſtians, - 
ce whom he bas not abuſed. 


1d Thus far his Arms have with Succeſs been crown'd. 


ut Let Turks, Jews, and Infidels look to 
m, ¶ themſelves; he has already begun the War 
upon them. W hen once a Conqueror prows 
thus dreadful, tis the Intereſt of all hir 
Neighbours to oppoſe bim; for there, is no 
Alliance to be made with one that will face 
about, and deſtroy bis Friends, and, like a 
ſecond Almanzor, change Sides meerely to 
keep his Hand in Ure, This Heroick Temper 
of bis bas created him ſome Enemies, that 
did by no means affett Hoſtility; and he may 
obſerve this Candor in the Management, 
that none of his Works are concern d in theſs 
Papers, but bis laſt Piece; and I believe he 
is ſenſible this is a Favour, I was not am- 
bitious of Laughing at any Perſwaſion, or 
making Religion the Subject of ſuch @ Trifle ; 
| | "fa 


P REFA , 
ſo that no Man is here concern d, but the 


Author kimſelf, and nothing ridicul 'd but his 
way of arguing. 


But, Gentlemen, i Us you won't tabs it ſo, 
you muſt g rant my Excuſe is more reaſonable 
than our Author's s to the Diſſenterr. | 


THE 


4 THE 
6: 


HIN D 


AND 1 HE 


IAN THE R 


Traſvers d to the Story of the 
Country- Mouſe and the City-Mouſe. 


* 
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Bayes, Fobnſon. Smith, 
Johnſon. 


203 Te my old Friend Mr. Bo ayes, 
what lucky Chance has — 
eli me upon Sous Dear Rogue, let 


me embrace thee. 


Bayes. Hold; at your Peril, Sir, «ſtand - 
2 1 come not within my Sword's Point : 


for u are not come over to the Royal, 
Parey, "7 expett neither War, nor fair SOUL 
[| E Quarter Joon *. 


. 
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Jobnſ. How, draw upon your Friend? 
and aſſault your old Acquaintance? O' my 
* , my Intentions were honourable. 

| Bayes. Conſcience ! Ay, ay, I know the 
Pref. ibis. Deceit of that Word well enough; let me 
have the Marks of your Conſcience before I 
truſt it; for if it be not of the ſame Stamp 
with mine, Gad I may be knock'd down for 
all your fair Promifes. & io 
Smith, Nay, prithee, Bayes, what damn'd 
Villany haſt thou been about that thou'rt 
under theſe Apprehenſions? Upon my Ho- 
nour Fm thy Friend; yet thou lookeſt as f 
ſneaking and frighted as a Dog that has been , 
worrying Sheep. 
Bayes. Ay, Sir, The Nation is in too bigh | 
a Ferment for me to expett any Mercy, or, N 0. 
Fead, to truſt any Body. | 
Smith. But why this to us, my old Friend, b. 
who you know never trouble our Heads y 
with National Concerns, till the third Bottle 5, 
has taught us as much of Politicks, as the h. 
next does of Religion ? Re 1” 
= | Bayes. Ah, Gentlemen, leave this Pro- 
phaneneſs; I am alter'd ſince you ſaw me, 
and cannot bear this looſe Talk now: Se 
[| Mr. Jobnſon, you are a Man of. Parts, let 
| me deſire you to read the Guide of Contro·¶ Rc 
1 verſy; and Mr. Smith , I would recommend ig 


Pref. ibid. 


| to you the Conſiderations on the Council 0 
14 Page 3. Trent ; and fo, Gentlemen, your humble get 
| Servant Good Life be now my Tast. 8 


Jobnſ 


the PANTHER Tranſvered. _—_— 


obnf. Nay, Faith, we won't part fo: 
Y IB Believe us we are both your Friends; let us 
e. ſtep to the Kyſe for one Quarter of an Hour, 
© and talk over old Stories. 
e Bayes. I ever took you to be Men of 
1 IB Honour, and for your ſakes I will tranſgreſs 
Das far as one Pint. 
or Fobnſ. Well, Mr. Bayes, many a me 
Bout have we had in this Houſe, and ſhall 
have again I hope: Come, what Wine are 
[It you for? NT] 192255 
[0- Bayes. Gentlemen, do you as you pleafe ; 
a for my part, he ſhall bring me a ſingle Pint 
en of any thing. | 
; Smith, How fo, Mr. Bayes, have you 
io) WM loſt your Palate? you have been more curi- 
ous. | | 
Bayes. True, I have ſo ; but Senſes muſt 
be ftarv'd, that the Soul may be gratified. 
Men of your Kidney make the Senſes the 
Supreme Fudge , and therefore bribe em 
high, but we have laid both the Uſe and 
Pleaſure of em aſide, 

Smith. What, is not there good eating 
and drinking on both Sides? You make the 
Separation greater than I thought it. 

Bayes, No, no; whenever you ſee a fat 
Roſy-colour'd Fellow, take it from me, he . 
is either a Proteſtant or a Turk. 1 RL 

2 At that rate, Mr. Bayes, one might 
ſuſpect your Converſion; methinks thou haſt 
as much the Face of an Heyetick as ever I ſaw. 

2 Bayes. 


page 21. 
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The HIN D and 


Bayes. Such hos I, ſuch by. Nature ſtill I 
am. But! hope c're long I ſhall have drawn 
this pamper d Paunch fitter for the ſtraigbt 
Gate. | 

Smith, Sure, Sir, you are in ill Hands, 


your Confeſſor gives you more ſevere Rules 


than he practiſes; for not long ago, a fat 
Friar was thought a true Character. 

Bayes. Things were miſrepreſented to me: 
J confeſs I have been unfortunate in ſame of 
my Writings; but fince you have put me 
upon that Subject, I'll ſhow you a thing [ 
have in my Pocket ſhall wipe off all that, or 
I am miſtaken, 

Smith. Come, now thou art like thy ſelf 
again. Here's the King's Health to thee — 
Communicate. 

Bayes. Well, Gentlemen, here it is; and 
Il be bold to ſay, the exacteſt Piece the 
World ever faw , a Non-Pareillo I' faith. 
But I muſt beſpeak your Pardons, if it re- 
fleas any thing upon your Perſuaſion. 

Jobnſ. Uſe your Liberty, Sir; you know 
we are no Bigots. 

Bayes. Why, then you ſhall ſee me lay the 
Reformation on its back, Vead, and juſtify 
our Religion by way of Fable. 

Fobnſ. An apt Contrivance indeed! what, 


do you make a Fable of your Religion? 
Bayes, Ay, gad, and without Morals too; 


for I tread in no Man's Steps; and to ſhow 
you how far I can out-do any thing that ever 
| | Fw — 
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was writ in this Kind, I have taken Horace's 


Deſign, but, I'gad, have fo out-done him, 


you ſhall be aſham'd for your old Friend. 
You remember in him the Story of the 
Country-Mouſe, and the City-Mouſe: What a 
plain (imple thing it is; it has no more Life 
and Spirit in it, I'gad, than a Hobby-horſe; 
and his Mice talk lo meanly, ſuch common 
Stuff, ſo like meer Mice, that I wonder it 
has pleas'd the World fo long. But now 
will I undeceive Mankind, and teach em to 
heighten, and elevate a Fable, Ell bring 
ou in the very ſame Mice diſputing the 

pth of Ph:loſophy, ſearching into the Fun- 
damentals of Religion, quoting Texts, Fa- 
thers, Councils, and all that, Vgad, as you 
ſhall ſce either of 'em could eaſily make an 
Aſs of a Cuntry Vicar. Now whereas Ho- 
race keeps to the dry naked Story, I have 
more Copiouſneſs than to do that, Fead. 
Here I draw you general Characters, and 
deſcribe all the Beaſts of the Creation; there 
I hunch out into long Digreſſions, and leave 
my Mice for twenty Pages together; then I 
fall into Raptures, and make the fineſt Soli- 
loquies, as would raviſh you. Won't this do, 
think you ? 

Jobnſ. Faith, Sir, J don't well conceive 
you ; all this about two Mice? 

Bayes. Ay, why not? Is it not great and 
Heroical ? But come, you'll underſtand it 
better when you hear it; and pray be as ſe- 


vere 


Page 1. 


Page 2. 


ame thing # 


The Hind and 


vere as you can; I'gad, I defy all Criticks, 
Thus it begins: 


A Milk-white Mouſe immortal and unc hang d, 
Fed on ſoft Cheeſe, and ore the Dairy rang d; 
Without, unſpotted ; innocent within, 

She fear'd no Danger, for ſhe knew no Ginn. 


Fobnſ. Methinks, Mr. Bayes, ſoft Cheeſe 

is a little too coarſe Diet for an immortal 
Morſe ;, were there any Neceſſity for her 
eating, you ſhould have conſulted Homer for 
ſome Cœleſtial Proviſion, . 
Bayes. Faith, Gentlemen, I did fo ; but 
indeed I have not the Latin one, which 1 
have mark'd, by me, and could not readily 
find it in the Original, 


Yet bad ſhe oft been ſcar'd by bloody Claws 

Of winged Owls, and ſtern Grimalkins Paws 
Aim'd at her deſtin'd Head, which made her fly, 
Tho' ſhe was doom'd to Death, and fated not to dye. 


Smith. How came She that fear'd no 
Danger in the Line before, to be ſcar'd in 
this, Mr. Bayes ? 

Bayes. Why then you may have it chas'd, 
if you will; for I hope a Man may run a- 
way without being afraid, mayn't he ? 

FJobnſ. But pray give me leave; how was 
She doom'd to Death, if She was fated not 
to dye: Are not Doom and Fate much the 


Bayes. 
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Bayes. Nay, Gentlemen, if you queſtion 
my Skill in the Language, I'm your humble 
Servant ; the Rogues the Criticks, that will 
allow me nothing elſe, give me that ; ſure I 
that made the Word, know beſt what I 
meant by it: I aſſure you, doom'd and fa- 
ted, are quite different things. 

Smith, Faith, Mr. Bayes, if you were 
doom'd to be hang'd, whatever you were 


fated to, *twould give you but ſmall Com- 
fort. 


Bayes. Never trouble your Head with 
that, Mr. Smith, mind the Buſineſs in hand. 


Not ſo her young ; their Linſy-woolſy Line, 
"Was Hero's Make, half Human, half Divine. 


Smith. Certainly theſe Heroes, half Hu- 


man, half Divine, have very little of the 
Mouſe their Mother. 


Baye. Gadſokers! Mr. Jobnſon, does your 
Friend think I mean nothing but a Mouſe 

by all this? I tell thee, Man, I mean a 
b 


urch, and theſe young Gentlemen her 
Sons, ſignify Prieſts, Martyrs, and Confeſ- 
ſors,that were hang'd in Oats's Plot. There's 
an excellent Latin Sentence, which I had a 
mind to bring in, Sanguis Martyrum Semen 
Eccleſie , and I think I have not wrong'd it 


in the Tranſlation. 


Of 
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Of theſe. 4 ſlaugbter d Army lay in Blood, 
Whoſe: ſanguine Seed increas d the ſacred Brood; 
She multiply'd by theſe, now rang'd alone, 
And wander d in the Kingdoms once her own, 


Smith. Was She alone when the ſucreil 


Brood was increaſed. 

Bayes. Why, thy Head's running on 
the Morſe again; but I hope a Church may 
be alone, tho the Members be increaſed, 
mayn't it? | 

bn Certainly , Mr. Bayes, a Church 
which is a diffuſrve Body of Men, can much 
leſs be ſaid to be alone. 

Bayes, But are you really of that Opini- 
on? Take it from me, Mr. Fobnſon, you 
are wrong; however, to oblige you, I'll clap 
in ſome Simile or other, about the Children 
F Ifrael, and, it ſnall do. 

Smith. Will you pardon me one Word 
more, Mr. Bayes? What could the Mouſe 
(for I ſuppoſe you mean her now) do more 
than range in the Kingdoms, when they were 
her own? =. 

Bayer. Do? why She reignd; had a Di- 
adem, Scepter and Ball, till they depos'd 
' her. | 
© Smith. Now her Sons are ſo increas'd, 
Ihe may try Yother pull for't. 


Bayes. Vgad, and ſo She may before I 


have done with Her; it has colt me ſome 
Pains to clear Her Title, Well, but Mum 
for that, Mr. Smith, The 
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The common Hunt, She timorouſly paſs'd by, 
For they made tame, 4:/dain'd Her Company; Page 3. 
They grin d, She in a fright tript o're the Green, 
For She was lov'd, where-ever She was ſeen. 


© Fobuſ. Well faid little Bayes ; Laith the 
. Critick muſt have a great deal of leiſure, 


that attacks thoſe Verſes. h 
Bayes. Vgad, I'll warrant him, who e're 


he is, offendet ſolido; but I go on. 


The Independent Beaft 
Smith, Who is that, Mr. Bayes ? 
Bayes. Why, a Bear: Pox, is not that 
obvious enough ? | 
, In Groans Her Hate expreſs'd. 
Which, Pgad, is very natural to that Ani- 


Page 3. 


mal. Well! there's for the Independent: 


"rote the Quaker ; what do you think | call 
im? | 
Smith. Why, a Bull, for ought I know. 
Bayes. A Bull ! O Lord! A Bull! no, no, 
a Hare, a quaking Hare — Amarillis, be- 
cauſe She wears Armour, tis the ſame Fi- 
gure ; and I am proud ta fay it, Mr. John- 


fon, no Man knows how to pun in Heroics 


but my ſelf. Well, you ſhall hear. 


She thought, and Reaſon good, the quoking Hare Page 3. 
Her cruel Foe, becauſe She would not ſwear, 
And had prefer d Neutrality. 


G Poyohnſ. 
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Fohnſ. A ſhrewd Reaſon that, Mr. Bayes ; 
but what Wars were there ? hy 
Bayes. Wars! why, there had been 
bloody Wars, tho' they were pretty well re- - 
concil'd now. Yet to bring in two or three E 
ſuch fine things as theſe, 1 don't tell you E 
the Lyon's Peace was proclaimed till fifty 


Pages after, tho twas really done before 1 g 
had finiſh'd my Poem. | 


Page 3. Next Her, the Buffoon Ape his Body bent, 
| And paid at Church a Courtier s Compliment. 


That gauls ſomewhere ; I'gad I can't leave th 
it off, tho' I were cudgell'd every Day for it. | © 


rv 
Page 4. Toe briſtid Baptiſt Boar, impure as he. 4 
Smith. As who? | 


Bayes. As the Courtier; let em eben take 
it as they will, I'gad, I ſeldom come amongſt 
em. 8 


Page to. Mas whiten'd with the Foam of Sanct ity. | | 
The Wolf with Belly-gaunt bis rough Creſt rears, I lat 
And pricks 1p. Now in one Word 
will I abuſe the whole Party moſt damnably th. 
and pricks up gad, I am fure ¶ pu 


m_ laugh -——— bis predeftinating Ears. iſt we 
Prithee Mr. Johnſon, remember little Bayes, I. 
when next you ſee a Presbyterian, and take en 
notice if he has not Predeſtination in the we 
Shape of his Ear : I have ſtudied * ſo Þ he 
ong, 8 
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long, I'll undertake to know an Arminian, 
by the ſetting of his Wig. 

His predeſtinating Ears. Vgad, there's 
ne're a Presbyterian {hall dare to ſhow his 
Head without a Border: I'll put em to that 
Expence. 

Smith. Pray, Mr. Bayes, if any of em 
ſhould come over to the Royal Party, would 
their Ears alter ? 

Bayes. Would they? Ay, Tgad, they 
would ſhed their Fanatical Lugs, and have 
juſt ſuch wellturn'd Ears as l have; mind 
this Ear, this is a true Roman Ear, mine 
are much chang'd for the better within this 
two Years. Let MEM | 

Smith. Then, if ever the Party ſhould 
chance to fail, you might loſe em; for what* 
may change, may fall. ” 1 
© Bayes, Mind, mind—— _ 


RR. 


Theſe fiery Zuinglius, meagre Calvin bred, Page 11, 


Smit h. Thoſe, 1 ſuppoſe, are ſome Out- 

landi ſn Beaſts, Mr. Bayer. "che 
Bayes. Beaſts; a good Miſtake ! Why, 

they were the chief Reformer; but here 1 

put em in ſo bad Company becauſe they 

were Enemies to my Mouſe; and anon when 

[| am warm'd, Fgad, you ſhall hear me call 

em Doctors, Captains, Horſes, and Horſe- . 39 

men, in the very fame Breath. You ſhall 

hear how I go on now, W 


G 2 Or 
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Or elſe reforming Corab ſpawn'd this Claſs, 
I ben opening Earth made way for all to paſs. 


Jobnſ: For ad, Mr. Bayes ? | 

ayes. Yes, they were al loſt there, but 
ſome of em were thrown up again at the 
Lemon-Lake : as a Catholick Queen funk at 


Charing-Croſs, and role again at Queenhith. 


The Fox and he tame ſhuffled in the Dark, 
77 ever they were ond in Noah's Ark. 


3cre I put a Quare , Whether there were 


any Socimans before the Flood, which J am 


not very well ſatisfied in? I have been lately 
opt to believe that the World was drown'd 
or that Hereſy, which among Friends made 


me leave 1t. 


Quic ned with Fire below, theſe Monſters breed 
In Fenny Holland, and in Fruitful Tweed. 


| Naw to write ſomething new and out of the 


way, to elevate and ſurprize, and all that, 
fetch, you ſee, this. Quickning Fire from 
the Bottom of Boggs and Rivers. 

4 Jobnſ. Why, Fan, that's as ingenious a 


 Contrivance as the Virtuoſo's making a Burn- 


ing-Glaſs of Ice. 7 

_ Bayes. Why, was there ever any ſuch 
thing? Let me periſh, if ever [ heard of it. 
The Fancy was ſheer new to me; and! 
A 5 | thought 


- ww , ˖˙ TM 7, ,,Y dd 2vw= 
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thought no Man had reconcil'd thoſe Ele- 
ments but my ſelf. Well, Gentlemen! 
Thus far I have followed Antiquity ; and 
as Homer has numbred his Ships, fo I have 
rang'd my Beaſts, Here is my Boa? and my 
Bear, and my Fox, and my Wolf, and the 
reſt of em, all againſt my poor Mouſe. 
Now, what do you think I do with all 
thels? 

Smith, Faith, I don't know; I ſuppoſe 
you make em fight. 
| Bayes, Fight! l'gad, I'd as ſoon make em 
dance. No, I do no earthly thing with 
'em; nothing at all, Vead: I think they 
have play'd their Parts ſufficiently already; 
[ have walk'd 'em out, ſhow'd 'em to the 
Company, and rais d your Expectation. 
And now whilſt you hope to ſee *em bated, 
and are dreaming of Blood and Battels, they 


ſculk off, and you hear no more of em. 


Smith, Why, Faith, Mr. Bayes, nor you 
have been at ſuch Expence in ſetting forth 


Characters, it had been too much to have 


gone through with em. 


Bayes. I'gid, fo it had: And then I'll tell 


ou another thing, tis not every one that 
_— Poem through, And A L till 
the firſt Part with Flowers, Figures, tine 
Language, and all that; and then t'gad fink 
by degrees, till at laſt I write but little better 
than other People. And whereas moſt àu- 
thors creep ſervilely after the old Fellows, 


and 


5 L 
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and ſtrive to grow upon their Readers; ] 
take another Courſe, I bring in all my Cha- 
racters together, and let em ſee I could go 
on with em; but, l'gad, I won't. 

Jobnſ. Could go on with em, Mr. Bayes ! 
there's no body doubts that; Lou have a 
moſt particular Genius that way. 

Bayes. Oh! dear Sir, You are migh 
obliging: But I muſt needs ſay, at a Fable 
or an Emblem, I think no Man comes near 


me ; indeed I have ſtudied it more than any 


Man. Did you ever take notice, Mr. John- 
ſon, of a little thing that has taken mightily 
about Town, a Cat with a Top-knot ? 
obnſ. Faith, Sir, 'tis mighty pretty; I 
＋ 5 the Coffee-Houſe. W 
Bayes. Tis a Trifle hardly worth owning; 
I was tother Day at Will's throwing out 
fomething of that Nature; and T'gad, the 
Hint was taken, and out came that PiRure ; 
indeed the poor Fellow was fo civil to pre- 
ſent me with a Dozen of em for my Friends, 
I think 1 have one here in my Pocket; 
would you pleaſe to accept it, Mr. Johnſon? 
Jobnſ -Really 'tis very ingenious. - 
ayes, Oh Lord! Nothing at. all, I could 
deſign twenty of em in an Hour, if I had 
but witty Fellows about me to draw em. 
I was proffer'd a Penſion to go into Holland, 
and contrive their Emblems: But, hang 'em, 


they are dull Rogues, and would ſpoil my 


Invention, But come, Gentlemen, - let us 
| return 
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return to our Buſineſs, and here I'll give 
you a delicate Deſcription of a Man. 


Smith. But how does that come in? 


53 


Bayes. Come in? very naturally. I was 


talking of a Wolf, and that ſuppoſes a Wood; 
1 and then I clap an Epithet to't, and call it a 

Celtic Mood. Now when I was there, I 
ö could not help thinking of the French Per- 
2 


ſecution ; and, I'gad, from all theſe Thoughts 
r I 1 took occaſion to rail at the French King, 
y and ſhow that he was not of the ſame Make 
with other Men, which thus I prove. 


The Divine Blackſmith is th Aby of Light, 
Yawning and lolling with a careleſs Beat, 
Struck out the mute Creation at a Heat. a 
But he work'd hard to hammer out our Souls, 
He blew the Bellows, and ſtirr'd up the Coals; 
Long time he thought, and could not ona ſudden 
Knead up with unskim'd Milk this Reas'ning 
| (Pudding: 
Tender and mild within its Bag it lay, „ 
Confeſſing ſtill the Softnefs of its Clay, 6 
And kindasMilk-Maids ontheirWedding-day. 
Till Pride of Empire, Luſt, and hot Deſire 
Did over-boil him, like too great a Fire, 
And underſtanding grown, miſunderſtood, 
11d Burn'd him to th' Pot, and ſour'd his curdled 


1ad ( Blood. 


* Johnſ. But ſure this is a little prophane, 
-m Mr. Bayes. 1 
„ Bayes. Not at all: Does not Virgil bring 
in his God Vulcan working at the Anvil? 


John. 


Page 15. 


Page 18. 


* 
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Jobnſ. Ay, Sir, but never thought his 
Hands the fitteſt to make a Pudding. 

Bayes. Why, do you imagine him an 
Earthly dirty Blackſmith > *Gad, you make 
it prophane indeed. PII tell you there's as 
much Difference betwixt em, I'gad, as be. 
twixt my Man and Milton's. But now, 
Gentlemen, the Plot thickens, here comes 
my t other Mouſe, the City Mouſe. 


Page 19. A ſpotted Mouſe, the prettieſt next the White, 
Ah! were her Spots waſh'd out, as pretty quite, 

Page 23. With Phylacteries on her Forehead ſpread, 

Page 22. Crozier in Hand, and Miter on her Head, 

| 8 Three Steeples Argent on her Sable Shield; 

| 8e *+ Livd in the City, and diſdain'd the Field. 


: Jobnſ. This is a * Mouſe indeed! 
l but, as you have dreſs'd her, we don't know 
whether ſhe be Few, Papiſt, or Protefant, 
Bayes. Let me embrace you, Mr. Fobnſon, 
for that; you take it right. She is a mer: 
Babel of Religions, and therefore ſhe's 1 
ſpotted Mouſe here, and will be a Au 
preſently. But to go on. 


This Princeſs —— 


Smith, What Princeſs, Mr. Bayes ? 
Bayes. Why, this Mouſe, for I forgot to 
tell you, an Old Lyon made a Left Hand 
Page 20. — with her Mother, and begot on her 
Body 


lizabeth Schiſm, wha was marriel 
| f0 


of 


alc 


rot to 


Hand 
MM bet 


arried 
to 


Johnſ. Which is too narrow Infamy for ſome. 
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to Timothy. Sacrilege, and had Iſſue Graceleſs 
Hereſy : Who all give the ſame Coat with 
their Mother, Three Steeples Argent, as J 
told you before. 


This Princeſs, tho' eſtrang'd from what was beft, a 
Was leaſt Deform'd, becauſe Reform d the leaſt. * 


There's De and Re as good I'gad as ever was, 


She in a Maſquerade of Mirth and Lowe, page 22. 
Miſtook the Bliſs of Heaven for Bacchinals above, | 
And grubbd the Thorns beneath our tender Feet, 

To make the Paths of Paradiſe more ſweet. 


There's a jolly Mouſe for you, let me ſee 
any body elſe that can ſhew you ſuch ano- 
ther. Here, now I have one damnable ſe- 
vere reflecting Line, but I want a Rhime to 
it; can you help me, Mr. Johnſon ? 


She 
Humbly content to be deſpis'd at Home, 


Bayes. Sir, I thank you; now I can go 
on with it. 


Whoſe Merits are diffus'd from Pole to Pole, 


Where Mindi can carry, and where Waves can rowl, Page 63 
Jobnſ. But does not this reflect upon ſome 

of your Friends, Mr. Bayes ? | 
ayes. Tis no matter for that, let me 
alone to bring my ſelf off. I'll tell you, 
H Lately 
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Lately I writ a damn'd Libel on a whole Par- 
ty, ſheer Point and Satyr all through, Igad, 
Call'd 'em Rogues, Dogs, and all the Names 
| could think of, but with an exceeding 
deal of Wit; that I muſt needs ſay. Now 
it happen'd before I could finiſh this Piece, 
the Scheme of Affairs was altered, and thoſe 
People were no longer Beaſts. Here was a 
Plunge now: Should I loſe my Labour, or 
libel my Friend? *Tis not every Body's Ta- 
lent to find a Salvo for this: But what do me 
I, but write a ſmooth delicate Preface, where- 
in I tell them that the Satyr was not intended 
to them; and this did the Buſineſs. 

Smith, But if it was not intended to them 
againſt whom it was writ, certainly it had 
no Meaning at all. 

Bayes. Poh! there's the Trick on't. Poor 
Fools, they took it, and were ſatisfied : And 
yet it maul'd *em damnably, I'gad. 

Smith. Why, Faith, Mr. Bayes, there's 
this very Contrivance in the Preface to Dear 
Joys Teſts. 

Bayes. What, a Devil, do you think that 
I'd ſteal from ſuch an Author? Or ever read 
it? 

Smith. I can't tell; but you ſometimes 
read as bad. I have heard you quote Key- 
nard the Fox. 

Bayes. Why, there's it now; take it from 
me, Mr. Smith, there is as good Morality, 
and as found Precepts, in the delectable Hi- 


_ ſlory 
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know, except Seneca. Pray tell me where 
in any other Author could I have found fo 
pretty a Name for a Wolf as Igrim? Bur 
prithee, Mr. Smith, give me no more trouble, 
and let me go on with my Mouſe. - f 


One Ev'ning, when ſhe went away from Court, page 25. 
Levee's and Couchee's paſs'd without Reſort. 


There's Court Language for you ; nothing 
a gives a Verſe ſo fine a turn, as an Air of 
[ good Breeding, ) 
Smith, But methinks the Levee's and 
n Couchee's of a Mouſe are too great, eſpecial- 
d ly when ſhe's walking from Court to the 
cooler Shades, Wn 
Bayes. I'gad, now have you forgot what 
| told you, that ſhe was a Princeſs, But 
pray mind ; here the two Mice meet. 


She met the Country Mouſe, whole fearful Face p, 
Bebeld from far the common watering Place, | 
Nor durſt approach — 


ge 15. 


- Smith. Methinks, Mr. Bayes, this Mouſe 
1 * alter d, fince ſhe fear'd no Dan- 
Bayes. Godſokers! Why, no more ſhe 
8. does not yet fear either Man or Beaſt : But, 
1 poor Creature, ſhe's afraid of the Water, 
2 for ſhe could not ſwim, as you {ez by this. 


” i | | H 2 Nor 
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Nor durſt approach, till 2vith an awful Roar, 
The Sovereign Lion bad ber fear no more. 


But beſides, *tis above thirty Pages off, that 
I told you the fear'd no Danger; and, I'gad, 
if you will have no Variation of the Cha- 
racer, you muſt have the ſame thing over 
and over again; tis the Beauty of Writing 
to ſtrike you fill with ſomething new. 
Well, but to proceed. 


But when ſhe had this ſweeteſt Mouſe in view, 
Good Lord, bow ſhe admir'd ber heavenly Hiew ! 


Here now, to ſhow you J am Maſter of all 
Stiles, I let my ſelf down from the Majeſty 
of Virgil, to the Sweetneſs of Ovid. 


Good Lord, how ſhe admir'd her heavenly Hiew ! 


What more eaſy and familiar! I writ this 


Line for the Ladies The little Rogues will 
be ſo fond of me to find J can yet be fo ten- 
der. I hate fuch a rough unhew'n Fellow 
as Milton, that a Man muſt ſweat to read 
him; IV'gad, you may run over this and be 
almoſt aileep. 


Th'Immortal Mouſe who ſaw the Viceroy come 
So far to ſec Her, did invite her Home. 


There's 


1 
Fl 
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There's a pretty Name now for the Spotted 
Mouſe, the Viceroy ! 
Smith. But pray, why d'e call her ſo? 
Bayes. Why! becauſe it ſounds prettily : 
Pl call her the Crown-General preſently, if page 33. 
I've a mind to it. Well. 


| did invite her Home 
To ſmoak a Pipe, and ore a ſober Pot 
Diſcourſe of Oates, and Bedloe, and ꝓhe Plot. Page 31. 
She made a Court'ſy, like a Civil Dame, 
And, being much a Gentlewoman, came. Page 32. 


, Well, Gentlemen, here's my firſt Part fi- 
niſh'd, and I think I have kept my Word 
1 with you, and given it the Majeſtick Turn of 
Heroick Poeſy. The reſt being Matter of 
Diſpute, 1 had not ſuch frequent Occaſion 
for the Magniſicence of Verſe, tho' V'gad they 
ſpeak very well. And I have heard Men, 
and conſiderable Men too, talk the very ſame 
things a great deal worſe. 
Jobnſ. Nay, without doubt, Mr. Bayes, 
they have received no [mall Advantage from 
the Smoothneſs of your Numbers. 

Bayes. Ay, ay, I can do it if I liſt; tho” 
you muſt not think I have been fo dull as to 
mind theſe things my ſelf, but 'tis the Ad- 
vantage of our Coffee-Horſe, that from their 
ne ! Talk one may write a very good Polemical 
Diſcourſe, without ever troubling one's Head 
with the Books of Controverſy. For I can 
take the ſlighteſt of their Arguments, and 


clap 


e's 


rage 32. 
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clap *em pertly into four Verſes, which ſhall 


ſtare any London Divine in the Face. In- 
deed your knotty Reafonings with a long 


Train of Majors and Minors, and the Devil 
and all, are too barbarous for my Stile; but, 
I'sad, I can flouriſh better with one of theſe 
twinkling Arguments , than the beſt of *em 
can fight with t'other. But we return to 
our Mouſe ;, and now [ have brought 'em to- 


gether, let em cen ſpeak” for themſelves, 


which they will do extremely well, or I am 


miſtaken: And pray obſerve, Gentlemen, if 


in one you don't find all the Delicacy of a 
luxurious City-Mouſe , and in the other all 


the plain Simplicity of a ſober ſerious Ma- 


tron, | 


Dame, ſaid the Lady of the [potted Muff, 
Methinks your Tiff is ſour, your Cares mere ſtuff, 


There, did not I tell you ſhe'd be nice? 
Your Pipe's ſo foul, that I diſdain to ſmoak: 


And the Weed worſe than e're Tom. I---5 took, 


Smith. I did not hear ſhe had a ſpotted 


Muff before. 


Bayes. Why, no more ſhe has not now : 
but ſhe has a Skin that might make a ſpotted 
Muff. There's a pretty Figure now, un- 
known to the Ancients, 


Leave, 


«„ C—_— 
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Leave, leave (f ſhe's earneſt you ſee ) this hoary Þ Peta le- 
bed and lonely Hills, 9%: 
And eat with me at Groleau's, ſmoak at Wills. 
What Wretch would nibble on a Hanging-Shelf, 
When at Pontack's he may Regale himſelf ? 
Or to the Houſe of cleanly Rheniſh go; 
Or that at Charing-Croſs, or that in Channel-Row ? - 


Do you mark me now? I would by this re- 
prelent the Vanity of a Town-Fop, who 
pretends to be acquainted at all thoſe good 


Houſes, though perhaps he ne'er was in em. 
But heark | ſhe goes on. 


Come, at a Crown a Head our ſelves we'll treat, 
Champaign our Liquor, and Ragouts our Meat. 
Then hand in hand we'll go to Court, dear Caz, 
To viſit Biſhop Martin, and King Bux. 

With Evening Wheels we'll drive about the Park, 
Finiſh at Locket s, and res! home i'th* Dark : 
> Break clattering Windows, and demoliſh Doors 
Of Engliſh Manufactures. Pimps, and Whores, 


Jobnſ. Methinks a Pimp or a Whore is an 
1 odd forr of a Manufatture, Mr. Bayes. 

Bayes. | call em ſo, to give the Parlia- 
„: ment a Hint not to ſuffer ſo many of em to 


be exported, to the Decay of Trade at 
home, 


With theſe Allurements Spotted did invite, 
From Hermit's Cell, the Female Proſelyte. 


0b 


Page 63. 
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Oh! with what Eaſe we follow ſuch a Guide, 
Where Souls are ſtarv d, aad Senſes gratify'd. 


Now, would not you think ſhe's going? 
but, Pgad, you're miſtaken ; you ſhall hear 
a long Argument about Infallibility , before 
the ſtirs yet. | 


page 65. But here the White, by Obſervation wiſe, 


Who long on Heaven bad fix d her prying Eyes, 
With thoughtful Countenance, and grave Re- 
[ mark, 
Said, Or my Judgment fails me, or 'tis dark. 
Leſt therefore we ſhould ſtray, and not go right, 
Through the brown Horror of the ctarlef: Night, 
Haſt thou Infallibility, that Wight? 

Sternly the Savage grin'd, and thus reply'd: 


That Mice may err, was never yet deny'd. 


That I deny, faid the immortal Dame, 


There is a Guide---Gad, I've forgot his Name, 


Who lives in Heaven or Rome, the Lord knows 

[ where; 
Had we but him, Sweet- heart, we could not err. 
But heark you, Siſter, this is but a Whim ; 
For ſtill we want a Guide to find out Him. 


Here, you ſee, I don't trouble my ſelf to 


keep on the Narration, but write White 


Speaks, or Dapple Speaks, by the Side. 
But when I get any noble Thought which I 
envy a Morſe ſhould fay, I clap it down in 
1 own Perſon with a Poeta loquitur; 
which, take notice, 1s a ſurer Sign of a tine 
thing in my Writings, than a Hand in the 

Mar- 


hed F/ fed kh 
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Margin any where elſe. Well, now ſays 
White 7 | 


What need we find Him, we have certain Proof 
That he is ſomewhere, Dame, and that's enough ? 
For if there is a Guide.that knows the Way, 

Although we know not him, we cannot ſtray. 


That's true, I'Gad: Well ſaid, White. 
You ſee her Adverſary has nothing to ſay for 
her ſelf, and therefore to confirm the Victo- 
ry, the ſhall make a Smile. | 

Smith. Why, then I find Similes. are as 
good after Victory, as after a Surprize. 

Bayes. Every jot, I'Gad, or rather better. 
Well, ſhe can do it two Ways, either about 
Emiſſion or Reception of Light, or elſe about page zy. 
Epſom-Maters; but I think the laſt is moſt 
familiar; therefore ſpeak, my pretty one. 


As though *tis controverted in the School, 

It Waters paſs by Urine or by Stool; 

Shall we who are. Philoſophers, thence gather 
From this Diſſention that they work by neicher. 


And I'Gad, ſhe's in the right on't; but 
mind now, ſhe comes upon her ſwop! 


All this I did, your Arguments to try. 


And T'Gad, if they had been never fo 
good, this next Line confutes em. | 
Hear, and be dumb, thou Wretch,that Guide am I. age 54: 


I There's 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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There's a Surprize for you now! How 


ſneakingly t'other looks? Was not that 
pretty now, to make her ask for a Guide 
firſt, and then tell her ſhe was one? Who 
could have thought that this little Mouſe had 
the Pope and a whole General Council in her 


Belly? Now Dapple had nothing to ſay to 


this; and therefore you'll ſee the grows pee- 


Come, leave your Cracking Tricks, and as 
(they ſay, / 
Uſe not that Barber that trims Time, Delay; 
Which T'gad is new, and my own. 


I've Eyes as well as you to find the Way. + 
Then on they jogg'd, and ſince an Hour of Talk 
Might cut a Banter on rhe tedieus Walk; 
As I remember, ſaid the ſober Mouſe, 
Pre heard much Talk of the Wits Coffee- Houſe. 
Thither, ſays Brindle, thou ſhalt go, and ſee 
Prieſts ſipping Ceffee, Sparks and Poets Tea; 
Here rugged Freeze, there Quality well dreſt, 
Theſe baffling the Grand. Signior, thoſe the Teſt. 
And hear ſhrew'd Gueſſes made, and Reaſons 
(giv'n, 
That human Laws were never made in Heaven, 
But above all, what ſhall oblige thy Sight, 
And fill thy Eye-Balls with a vaſt Delight; 
Is the Poetic Fudge of Sacred Wit, : 
Who do's ith' Darkneſs of his Glory fit. 
Page 28. And as the Moon who firſt receives the Light, 
With which ſhe makes theſe nether Regions bright ; 
So does He ſhine, reflect ing from afar, N 
Te Rays be borrow'd from a better Star: 


Page 101, 


Page 111. 


or 
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For Rules which from Corneille and Rapin flow, 


Admir'd by all the ſcribling Herd below. 
From French Tradition while he does diſpence, 
Unerring Truths, tis Schiſm, a damn'd Offence . 
To queſtion his, or truſt your private Senſe. ) 


Hah! Is not that right, Mr. Jobnſon ? 
Gad forgive me, he is faſt aſleep! Oh the 
damn'd Stupidity of this Age | aſleep! Well, 
Sir, ſince you'r ſo drouzy, your humble 
Servant. g 

Johnſ. Nay, pray Mr. Bayes, Faith I 
heard you all the while. The White Mouſe. 

Bayes. The White Mouſe! ay, ay, I 
thought how you heard me. Your Servant, 


Sir, your Servant. 


Jobnſ. Nay, dear Bayes, Faith I beg thy 
Pardon; I was up late laſt Night; Prichee 
lend me a little Snuff, and go on, 

. Bayes, Go on! Pox, I don't know where 
I was. Well, I'll begin. Here, mind, now 
they are both come to Town, 


But now at Piccadilly they arrive,, (drive; 
And taking Coach, t'wards Temple-Bar they 
But at St. Clement's Church, eat out che Back; 
And ſlipping through che Pal/grave, "oy p_oe 
| | Hack. 


There's the Urile which ought to be in all 


Poetry. Many a young Templer will fave 
his Shilling by this Stratagem of my Mice. 
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page 133. 


Page 125, 
Page 130. 


Page 45. 


The HIN D and 


Smith. Why, will any young Templer cat 
out the Back of a Coach? 

Bayes. No, I'gad; but you'll grant it is 
mighty natural for a Moufe. 


Thence to the Devil, and ask'd if 'Chanticleer, 
Of Clergy kind, or Councellor Chough was there ; 
Or Mr. Dvve, a Pigeon of Renown, 

By his high Crop, and corny Gixxard known ; 

Or Siſter Partlet, with the Hooded Head: 4 
No, Sir; She's booted hence, ſaid Vill, and fled; 
Why ſo? Becauſe ſhe would not pray a-Bed. | 


Johnſ. afide. *Sdeath! Who can keep 
awake at ſuch Stuff? Pray, Mr. Bayes, lend 
me your Box again. 


Bayes. Mr. Jobnſon, How d'e like that 


Box 2 Pray take notice of it, twas given me 
by a Perſon of Honour for looking over a 
Paper of Verſes; and indeed J put in all 
the Lines that were worth any thing in the 
whole Poem. Well, but where were we? 
Oh! here they are, juſt going up Stairs in- 
to the Apollo; from whence my White takes 
Occaſion to talk very well of Tradition. 


Thus to the Place where Jobnſon ſat, we climb, 


Leaning on the ſame Rail that guided him. 

And whilſt we thus on equal Helps rely, 

Our Wit muſt be as true, our Thoughts as high. 

For as an Author happily compares 

Tradition to a well- x'd pair of Stairs, 

So this the Scala Sancta we believe, b 

By which his 7rad/;ive Genius we receive. L 
| TT hus 
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Thus every Step I take, my Spirits ſoar, | 
And I grow more a Wit, and more, and more, 


There's Humour! Is not that the livelieſt 


Image in the World of a Mouſe's going up 


a Pair of Stairs. More all it, and more and more? 

Smith, Mr. Bayes, I beg your Pardon 
heartily; I muſt be rude, I have a particu- 
lar Engagement at this Time, and I fee you 
are not near an end yet. 

Bayes. Godſokers! Sure you won't ſerve 
me ſo: All my fineſt Deſcriptions and beſt 
Diſcourſe 1s yet to come. 

Smith. Troth, Sir, if 'twere not an ex- 
traordinary Concern I could not leave you. 

Bayes. Well; but you ſhall take a little 
more; and here [I'll paſs over two dainty E- 
piſodes of Swallows, Swifts, Chickens, and 
Buzzards. 

Johnſ. I know not why they ſhould come 
in, except to make yours the longeſt Fable 
that ever was / told. 

Bayes. Why, the Excellence of a Fable 
is in the length of it. Aſop indeed, like a 


Slave as he was, made little, ſhort, ſimple 


Stories, with a dry Moral at the End of em; 


and could not form any noble Deſign. But 


here I give you Fable upon Fable; and after 
you are ſatisfied with Beaſts in the firſt 
Courſe, ſerve you upa delicate Diſh of Fowl 
for the Second: Now I was at all this pains 


to abuſe one particular Perſon; for I'gad, III 


tell 
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tell you what a Trick he ſerv'd me. I was 
once tranſlating a very good French Author, 
but being ſomething long about it, as you 
know a Man 1s not always in the Humour ; 


What does this Fack do, but puts out an 


Anſwer to my Friend before I had half fi- 


niſhed the Franſlation: So there was three 


whole Months loſt upon his Account. But 


I think I have my Revenge on him ſuffici. 


Page 137, 


Name begins with a B, which makes me fli- 


ently ; for I let all the World know, that 
he is a tall, broad-back'd, luſty Fellow, of a 
brown Complexion, fair Behaviour, a fluent 
Tongue, and taking amongſt the Women ; 
and to top it all; that he's much a Scholar, 
more a Wit, and owns but two Sacraments, 
Don't you think this Fellow will hang him- 
ſelf? But beſides, I have ſo nick'd his Cha- 
rater in a Name as will make you _=_ I 
call him----Fgad, I won't tell you unleſs you 
remember what I ſaid of him. 

Smith, Why, That he was much a Scho- 
lar, and more a Fit _ ' 

Bayes. Right; and his Name is Buzzard, 
ha ! ha! ha. 

Lebt Very proper indeed, Sir. 

Bayes. Nay, I have a further Fetch in it 
yet than perhaps you imagine; for his true 


ly contrive him this, to begin with the ſame 
Letter: There's a pretty Device, Mr. 7ohn- 
fon ; learn'd it, I muſt needs confeſs, from 
that ingenious Sport, I love my Love with 

an 
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an A, becauſe ſhe is Amiable; and if you 


could but get a Knot of merry Fellows to- 
* | gcther, you ſhould ſee how little Bayes 
| 5 5 7 

would top 'em all at it, l'gad. 

) Smith, Well, but good Faith, Mr. Bayes, 
' | 1 muſt leave you, I am half an Hour paſt 


„ Bayes. Well, I've done, I've done. Here 
ere eight hundred Verſes upon a rainy Night, 
and a Bird's-Neſt; and here's three hundred 
© wore, tranſlated from two Paris Gazettes, in 
which the Spotted Mouſe gives an Account 


of the Treaty of Peace between the Czars 

of Muſcovy, and the Emperor ; which is a 

piece of News White does not believe, 

and this is her Anſwer. I am reſolv'd you 

ſhall hear it, for in it I have taken Occaſion 

Jo prove Oral Tradition better than Scripture. 

Now you muſt know, tis ſincerely my Opi- 

nion, that it had been better for the World, 
if we ne'er had any Bibles at all. 


E're that Gazette was printed, ſaid the Ihe, 

Our Robin told another Story quite; 

This Ora! Truth more ſafely I believ'd, 

My Ears cannot, your Eyes may be deceiv'd. 

it By Word of Mouth unerring Maxims flow, 

ue And Preaching's beſt, if underſtood, or no. : 
i- Words, I confeſs, bound by, and trip ſo light, Page 3- 
We bave not time to take a ſteady Sight ; 


Nc Let fleeting thus are plainer, than when writ, 
N- I To long Examination they ſubmit, | 
Om . d 

ith 
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Page 15, 


The Hind and 


Hard things —— Mr. Smith, if theſe two 
Lines don't recompence your Stay, ne'er 


truſt John Bayes again. 


Hard things at the firſt Bluſh are clear and full; 
God mends on ſecond Thoughts, but Man grows dull, 


gad, I judge of all Men by my ſelf; tis 
ſo with me, I never ſtrove to be very exact 


in any thing but I ſpoil'd it. 


Smith. But allowing your Character to be 
true, is it not a little too ſevere ? | 

Bayes. *Tis no matter for that; theſe ge- 
neral Reflections are daring, and ſavour moſt 
of a noble Genius, that ſpares neither Friend 
nor Foe. 


- Fohnſ. Are you never afraid of a drubbing 


for that daring of your noble Genius ? 
Bayes. Afraid! Why, Lord, you make 
ſo much of a beating, I'gad 'tis no more 
to me than a Flea-biting. No, no, if 
I can but be witty upon em, let 'em &er 
lay on, I'Faith, PII ne'er baulk my Fancy to 


ſave my Carcaſs, Well, but we muſt dif. 


patch, Mr. Smith. 


And like the gaudy Fly their Wings diſplay, 
And ſip the Sweets, and bask in great Apollo'sRay. 


- Thus did they merrily carouſe all Day, 


Well, there's an End of the Entertain- 
ment; and, Mr. Smith, if your Affairs 
| EY would 
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) would have permitted, you would have 
J heard the beſt Bill of Faye that ever was 
ſerv'd up in Herotcks : But here follows a 
Diſpute ſhall recommend it ſelf, I'll ſay no- 
; | thing for it. For Dapple, who you muſt 


| know was a Proteſtant, all this while truſts 
her own Judgment, and fooliſhly diſlikes the 
s Wine; upon which our Innocent does ſo run 


4 her down, that ſhe has not one Word to ſay 
for her ſelf, but what I put in her Mouth ; . 

e and l'gad, you m7 imagine they won't be 
very good ones, for ſhe has diſobliged me, 

e like an Ingrate. 


14 Sirrab, ſays Brindle, Thou haſt brought us Wine, 
Sowre to my Taſte, and to my Eyes unfine. 
MY Says Will, all Gentlemen like it. Ah! ſays White, 
8 What is approv'd by them, muſt needs be right. 
Tis true, I thought it bad; but if the Houſe page 38. 


ke Commend it, I ſubmit; a private Mouſe. 

re 9 5 
if Mind that, mind the Decorum, and De- 
er. ference, which our Mouſe pays to the Com- 


pany. | 


| Nor to their Catholic Conſent oppoſe © 
My erring Judgment, and reforming Noſe. 


Ah! ah! there ſhe has nickt her; that's 
up to the Hilts, I'gad, and you ſhall ſee 
Dapple reſents i | 


in- 
2115 
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Why, what a-Devil ſhan't I truſt my Eyes? 
Muſt I drink Stum becauſe the Raſcal lyes? 
And palms upon us Catholic Conſent, 

To give Sophiſticated Brewings Vent. 

Says White, What ancient Evidence can ſway, 
If you muſt argue thus, and not obey ? 


Drawers muſt be truſted, through whoſe Hands 


(convey'd, 


You take the Liquor, or you ſpoil the Trade. 


For ſure thoſe hone Fellows have no knack 


Of putting off fum'd Clare for Pontack. * 


If all that drink muſt judge, and every Gueſt 


How long, alas! would the poor Vintner 175 


Be allow d to have an underſtanding Taſte ? 
Thus ſhe : Nor could the Panther well enlarge, 


With week Defence, againſt ſo ſtrong a Chargs, 


There I.call her a Pant ber, becauſe ſhe's 
ſpotted ; which is ſuch a Blot to the Refor- 


mation, as J warrant em they will never 


claw off, I'Gad. 


But with a weary Tun that ſhew'd her Pride, 

Said, Spotleſs was a Villain, and ſhe ly d. 

White ſaw her canker'd Malice at that Ward, 

And ſaid her Prayers, and drew her Delphi; 
( Sword, 


| T'other cry'd Murther, and her Rage reſtrain d: 
And thus her paſſive Character maintain dl. 
But now, alas—— 


Mr. Jobnſon, pray mind me this: Mr. 
Smith, Vl ask you to ſtay no longer, for 
ily | this 


* 
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this that follows is ſo engaging; hear me 
but two Lines, I'Gad, and go away after- 
wards if you can. 


But now, alas, I grieve, I grieve to tell, 
What ſad Miſchance theſe pretty Things befel, 
Theſe Birds of Beaſt a ; 


There's a tender Expreſſion, Birds of 
Beaſts,: Tis the greateſt Affront that you 
can put upon any Bird, to call it, Beaſt of 
a Bird; and a Beaſt is ſo fond of bein: 
call'd a Bird, as you can't imagine. 


Page 129. 


Theſe Birds of Beaſts, theſe learned Reas'ning 


| | (Mice, - 
Were ſeparated, baniſh'd in a trice. 955 
Who would be learned for their ſakes, who wiſe? 


Ay, who indeed > There's a Pat has; 


T Gad, Gentlemen, if that won't move you, 


nothing will, I can aſſure you: But here's 
the ſad thing I was afraid of 


The Conſtable alarum'd by this Noiſe, 

Enter'd the Room, directed by the Voice, 

And ſpeaking to the Watch, with Head afide, Page 133. 
Said, Deſperate Cures muſt be to deſperate 1lls apply d. 

Theſe Gentlemen, for ſo their Fate decrees, 

Can ne'er enjoy at once the Butt and Peace. Page 115. 
When each have ſeparate Intereſts of their own, Page 144+ 
Two Mice are one too many for a Town. 

By Schiſm they are torn; and therefore, Brother, 

Look you to one, and I'll ſecure the other. 


2 Now, 


| The Hind, G. 
Now, whether Dapple did to Bridewell go, 


* 
Page 98. Or in the Stocks all Night her Fingers blow, 
Or in theCompter lay, concerns not us toknow. 
But the immortal Matron, ſpotleſs White, 
Fogetting Dapple's Rudeneſs, Malice, Spight, 
Look'd kindly back, and wept, and faid; Good 


* 3 (Nigbt. 
Page 148. Ten thouſand Watchmen waited on this Me 
With Bills and Halberds to her Country-Houſe, 


: 8 This laſt Contrivance l had from a judi- 
cious Author, that makes Ten Thouſand An- 
405 wait upon his Hind, and ſhe aſleep too, 
Ga 1 a 
Johnſ. Come, let's ſee what we have to 
Pay. ; % TER 
Hayes. What a-Pox, are you in ſuch haſt? 
Lou han't told me how you like it. 
Johnſ. Oh, extremely well. Here, 


-» 
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Joſeph Addiſon, Eſq; 


Occafion'd by the D t ATH - 
* Of the Right Honourable = 


CHARLES, 


| Late Earl of HALIFAX 
284 


28 And not one Bard upon his Aſhes wait? 
Or is with Him all Inſpiration fled, 


And lie the Muſes with their Patron Dead 2 
Convince us, ADD15ON, bis hk cg | 
Breathing again in thy Immortal Strains: 10 


ND ſhalt Great HAL 1FAx reſign- to 


* 


e 


76 On tbe DEATH of the 
To Thee the liſt ning World impartial bends, 


Since HAL IFA x and Envy now are Friends. 


The Vital Union, and Diſſolving Cauſe, 
His Worth tranſports beyond this fleeting Frame, 
To tell how Dying Patriots live in Fame; 


Virtues like his, the meaneſt Bard can raiſe; 


And *tis Ambition but to ſtrive to praiſe. 


Me deeply ſmit with Love of Nature's Laws, 


When Scenes of Action are obſcure and low, - 


Nature moves filent, and advances flow ; 
Defers to diſtant Days, and Ages fit, 

The Pow'rs of Genius, and the Fires of Wit. 
She ſuits her Times of Wonder to her Men, 
And to a C SAR gives a VIRGIL 's Pen: 
When Toils are deſtin'd for the Brave or Wiſe, 


A Nassav, anda MoN TAO U E ariſe, 


Yet 


et 
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Yet Virtue often ſullen and retir'd, 
Shines to her ſelf, nor cares to be admir'd; 
Diſtruſting Fortune, or by Fears betray'd, 
Round her own Merit caſts an Envious Shade. 


The Patriot-Soul with warmer Notions fir'd, 


Or by ſome ſecret Providence inſpir d, 


Waits with Impatience for the Publick Voice, 

And owes his uſeful Greatneſs to his Choice; 

Ev'n when excluded from more Noble Views, 
Some lower Tract of Glory {till perſues. 

Thus PHILIP's Son ARE LA yet unfought, 
With the Great Stag yrite in private thought: 

Thus JUL1Vs once to Eloquence laid Claim, 
And HAL1FA x firſt choſe the Poets Fame, 


O ADD1$0N! aſſert the Poet-Race, 
And ſave the Kindred Muſes from Diſgrace, 
day, by the Pow'rs of heav'nly Numbers taught, 
How Monarchs govern'd, and how Heroes fought, 


78 On the DEATH of the 


When yet Morality in Verſe was ſung, 

And Lyres by none but hallow'd Fingers ſtrung ; 
When Bards unpractis'd in the Arts of Praiſe, 
Flatter d no TYRAN Ts in their ſervile Lays, 


And ſcorn to gild in proſtituted Rhimes, 


An Ox ——»'s Treaſons, or a BoukBon's Crimes. 
They choſe their Theines like Hal fax and Ton, 
Selected Spirits, and the Virtuous Few, 

Who founded Laws or baniſh'd Faith reſtor'd, 

Or for their Country drew the righteous Sword, 
Fit Objects to employ the Voice Divine 

Of Caro's, Nassau's, or of BRuxswIck's Line. 


Fir'd with theſe Names the Muſe ambitious tow'ss, 
Fond of her Theme, forgetful of her Pow! rs; 
But ſoon ſhe falters, and to you reſigns 
The Rival Majeſty of VI ROG IIL's Lines; 
Content, if her inferior rude Eilays 
Hurt 1 not his Aſhes, whom 1 meant to priſe 


Ye 
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Ye murm ring Sons of Phebus, call no more 
The Banks of Helicon a Barren Shore; 
The Gods their Favourites thence to Honours bring, 
And kindly raiſe them on the Muſes Wing. | 
There MonTAG UE with ſecret Rapture warm'd, 
AtCHARLEs's Urn * the liſt ning Shepherds charm d; 
So much the God indulg'd the youthful Lays, 
SPENSER might own the Song, and S1DNEY praiſe z 
80 well he ſhar'd the Character he writ, 


The gentleſt Manners, and the ftrongeſt Wit. 


| Succeeding Days require no pious Strain; 

For ah! what Tongue can fing when Tyrants reign ? 
Who wake the String, or tune the ſprightly Reeds, 
To Notes of Pleaſure, when his Country bleeds? 
AroLLo, then no more thy Sons inſpire, 

Then blaſt the Hand that dares provoke the Lyre, 


* His Lordſhip's Poem on the Death of King Charles the IId. 
Ye b Oc 


80 Onthe DEATH of the 


Or ſtain their Actions with unhallow'd Rhimes, 


And Bavius's and D-—y's damn their Times. 


But ſce! the Clouds of Romiſb Night diſperſe, _ 
And WILLIAM gives a brighter Theme for Verſe: 
As a Brave Champion half his Force conceals, 

Till he ſome new uncommon Impulſe feels, 

Then meets an Obje& worthy of the Fight, 

And puts forth all the Wonders of his Might ; 

His Foes ſtand trembling, and his Friends admire, 
Where ſlept the hidden Strength and ſecret Fire: 
Thus Harirax's Muſe, till WILL LAM came, 
Check'd half her Vigour, and reſtrain'd her Flame; 
Then ſoaring boldly with no middle Wing, 
Oer Earth and Seas perſu'd the Godlike K IN 6, 


Filbd with new Fury ev'ry glowing Line, 


And found a Second Zanthus in the Boyne. 


Us 


le 


The hurried Reader with the Poet flies, 


Wikant's Victory in Ireland. 
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Ye Pow'rs! how juſt, how num'rous is that Song! 
How rich the Fancy, and the Vein how ſtrong ! 


Yet looks on all he paſs'd with longing Eyes, 
At ev'ry Proſpe& equal Paſſions burn, 1 
Pleas'd he proceeds, yet wiſhes to return. 

Here, Britons, ſee what different Spirit reigns 
In Free-born Muſes, - and in Slaviſh Strains: 
Obſerve how artful Box LEA ſweats and toils, 
To plume his Demi-God with borrow'd Spails; 
From Cs AR, or ENEAs, ſteals a Grace, 
And forms from Ancient Draughts a Modern Face. 


While MonTAGUE ſecure, without Controul 
Fix'd on the Greatneſs of his Hero's Soul, 


— 


His Lordſhip's Epiſtle to the Earl of Dorſat, upon King 


L4 Traſts 
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Truſts to his Theme his Numbers to inſpire, | 


With proper Raptutes, and Poetic Fire. 


But, S 1 K, methinks | hear you check the Song; 
That dwells upon his meaneſt Praiſe too long, | 
Aud bid me trace with a ſuperior Quill, 

The Patriot's Witdom, and the Stateſman's Skill. 
O! take the mighty Task, for Yor alone 

Can charm in Language equal to his own ; 
Deſcribe him form'd with ev'ry Grace to pleaſe, 
Expreſſiwe Spirit, Fluency and Eaſe: 

Expert in wiſe Aſſemblies to preſide, 

The doubtful Senate's Oracle, and Guide; 

Whoſe Eloquence, without the formal Art, 
Flow'd to convince the Head, and warm the Heart. 
Say, 'when' fierce Murmurs, and Contention roſe, 
(For Virtue finds in ev'ry Reign its Fes, 
His Soul an equal Firmnefs fill maintaimd, 
Compos'd their Tumults, and their Heats reſtrain d. 


27 
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Or paint Him, watchful over future Fates, | 


| The Turns and Moments of contending States, 


Pire&ing where Britannia's Sword ſhould ſway 
Her dreadful Edge, and where her Thunder play : 
Conſulting ſtill in each important Aim, 

His Country's Safety, and his Monarch's Fame. 


Theſe Publick ARions be thy juſter Choice; 


Then, ADD180N, inſpire ſome ſecond Voice, 


To trace his leſs ambitious Scenes of Life j 


Retir d from Noiſy Crouds, and Civil Strife; 

Where che free Soul unbends her ſelf to pleaſe 

In Social Virtues, and in Letter d Eaſe; 25 

Where chearful Looks, and friendly Speech give Birth 
To wiſe Enjoyments, and Socratic Mirth. 


For ever, Hampton, Sacred be thy Tow'rs, 
Spring freſh thy Greens, and flouriſh thick thy Bow'rs ; | 


There, 


$4 Onihe DEATH of the 


There, ſtill defended by indulgent Skies, 

The Warriour's Wreath, and Poet's Garland riſe ! 
Theſe Scenes with deep Regard, Ye Sages, grace; 
Ye Bards, with folemn Honours mark the Place ; 

Raiſe it as high in Ages yet to come, 

As CHAUCE R's Grove, or TULLY's Tuſculum. 
Then, while Poſterity their As diſplay, 

The Gen'rous Briton ſhall with Rapture ſay, 


0 Theſe Shades, abſolv'd from War, Great WILLIAM 
(ſought, 


And H AL IFAX in thoſe Receſles thought, 


When Sixteen barre Centuries were paſt, 


This Second Great MA£&acENnas came at laſt ; 


In whom Example, and Protection join 4d, 
All Sciences improv'd, all Arts refin'd, 

And made our ſtubborn Engliſh Senſe ſubmit 
To the juſt Culture of Athenian Wit. 


To 
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To Thee, Bleſt Genius! thy Britannia owes 
That Learning in a purer Channel flows; 
That Vice no more the Price of Virtue reaps, 
Nor modeſt Want in ſilent Sorrow weeps; 
That Glory courts the Wiſe, the Good, the Strong, 
And only virtuous Merit lives in Song. 


Reſt then, Great Soul! ſecure of deathleſs Fame 
Bleſt be thy Duſt, and ſacred be thy Name ! 
Be it invok'd in all our future Lays, 
With Laſting Honour, and Religious Praiſe, 
Till Ca To's Works with L1iBERTY expire, 
OrNeEwToON*'s die in falling Worlds of Fire. 


FINES 
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ON THE 


WAR AR 11 A GS 
Of Her Royal Highneſs 


The Princeſs AN N E, 


AND 


N. 


Prince GEORGE of Denmark. 
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N. B. This Poem of his Lordſbip's ſhould have follow'd that 
on the Death of K. CARL Es, but it came to our Hands too 
late to be there inſerted. 
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ODE on the Marriage of Her Royal 
Highneſs the Princeſs ANNE, and Prince 
GEORGE of Denmark. 


V i 
Nei black Deſigns (that direfol Work of 


oy W ©» (Fate) 
en Diſtract the lab'ring State; 

Whilſt (like the Sea) around loud Diſcords roar, 

Breaking their Fury on the frighted Shoar; 

And England does like brave Vienna ſtand, 

Beſieg d by Infidels on either Hand ? 

What means this peaceful Train? this pompous Sight? 
What means this Royal beauteous Pair? 

This Troop of Youths, and Virgins heav'nly fair? 

That does at once aftoniſh and delight. 

Great CHARLES and his Illuſtrious Brother here, 
No bold Aſſaſſinate need fear, 
Here is no harmful Weapon found, (wound. 


Nothing but Cupid's Darts, and Beauty here can 
M 2 II. How 
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II, 
How grateful does this Scene appear 
To us, who might too juſtly fear 
We never ſhould have ſeen again 
Ougnt bright, but Armour on the Plain? 


Ne er in their chearful Garb thave ſeen the Fair, 


While all with melting Eyes, and wild diſheveld 
(Hair, 


Had mourn'd their Brothers, " wg and Husbands 
(ſlain, 


Theſe dusky Shadows make this Scene more bright, 
The Horror adds to the Delight. 

This glorious Pomp our Spirits chears; from hence 

We lucky Omens take, new Happineſs commence. 


III. 


Thus when the gathering Clouds a Storm prepare, 
And their black Force Aſſociate in the Air; 


( Endes. 
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(Endeavouring to eclipſe the bounteous Light, 
Who with kind Warmth and powerful Rays, 
Them to that envy'd Height, 
From their mean native Earth did raiſe.) 
A thoughtful Sadneſs (its on all, BY 
Expe&ing where the full charg'd Clouds will fall : 
But if the Heav'nly Bow 
Deck d like a gawdy Bride appears, 
And all her various Robes diſplays, 
painted by th' conq ring Sun's triumphant Rays, 
It Mortals drooping Spirits chears, 
Freſh Joy, new Light, each Viſage wears: 
Again the Seaman truſts the Main, 
The jocund Swains their Coverts leave again : 


Again, in pleaſant warbVing Notes, 


The chearful Poets of the Wood extend their tune- 
(ful Throats. 


re, 


4 IV. Then, 
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IV. 

Then, then, my Muſe, raiſe with the Lyre thy Voice, 

And with thy Lays make Fields and Woods rejoyce: 

Por lo! the heav'nly Pledge appears, 

And in bright Characters the Promiſe bears: 

The factious Deluge ſhall prevail no more, | 
Invain they foam, in vain they rage, 
Buffet in vain the unmov'd Shore, 

Her Charms, and CHARLES's Power, their Fury 


(hall aſſwage 
See! ſee! how decently the baſhful Bride 
Does bear her Conqueſts, with how little Pride 
She views that Prince, the Captive of her Charms, 
Who made the North with Fear to quake, 
And did that powerful Empire ſhake ; 
Before whoſe Arms, when great GusTavus led, 
The frighted Roman Eagles fled. 


V. 
Whatever then was his Deſire, 
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His Cannons did command in Fire: 


Now 


6 
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Now 
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Now he himſelf for Pity prays, 

His Love in tim'rous Sighs he breaths, 

White all his Spoils, and glorious Wreaths 
Of Lawrel, at her Feet the vanquifh'd Warrior lays, 
Great Prince! by that Submiſſion you'll gain more 
Than e' er your haughty Courage won before; 
Here on your Knees a greater Trophy gain, 


Than that you brought from Lunſden's famous Plain; 


Where, when your Brother fired with Succeſs, 

Too daringly upon the Foe did preſs, 

And was a Captive made; then you alone 

Did with your ſingle Arm ſupport the Throne. 
Your generous Breaft with Fury boiling o'er, 

Like Lightning thro? their ſcatter d Troops you flew, 


And from th'ama zed Foe the Royal Prize in Triu mph 
(9s 


* 


You have your Anceſtors in this one Act outdone, 
Tho their ſucceſsful Arms did this whole Iſle o er- run. 


They 
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They, to revenge a raviſh'd Lady, came; 
You, to enjoy one ſpotleſs as your Fame, 
Before them, as they march'd, the Country fled, 
And back behind them threw cr 
Their Curſes as they flew : 
On the bleak Shore, expecting you, they Git. 
And with glad Shouts conduct to Land: 


Thro' gaping Crowds you're forc'd to pres 
(Your way 


While Virgins lh, the young Men ſhout, and ol 
8 (ones Pra 


| And with this beauteous Lady you may 1 
(This Lady that alone | | 

Of greater Value is than any Throne) 

* Without that Rapine, Guilt, and Hae, 
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1 By a calm and even Fate, "A 
That Empire, which _ did ſo ſhort a while mai 
(taif 
e |. 
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